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| Sung i in the Year, I 766. 


At Ranelagh Houſe, Vauxhall and ts 
Gardens, and other polite Concerts, both .. 
7 omg ang * 
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. "Through the Wood Laddie, © - 
| AN Dv. why leav'ſt thou thy Nelly to mourn ? 
1 Thy preſence could eaſe me, 57 
When naething can pleaſe me: . 
TY dowie I ſigh on the bank of the burn, 
r through the wood laddie, until thou return 


ZTho' woods now are b. nny, and mornings are clear, 

While lav'rocks are ſinging, 
And primroſes ſpringing, 
Ver nane of them pleaſ-s mine eye or mine ear, 
en thro' the Wood Laddie ye dinna appear. 
That I am forſaken, ſome ſpare nat to tell, 

II faſh'd with their ſcorning, 

Baith ev'ning and morning, 


#”  Theirjeering gaes aft to my heart wi' a knell, 
When thro? the Wood Laddie, I wander my fell. 


Then ſtay, my dear Sandy, nae longer my 
| But quick as an arrow, 8 
Haſte here to thy marrow, 


Wha's living in languor till that happy day, 
Moe thro? the Wood A 2 we'll _ ſing and play. 
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As philomel attends thy lay, 
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Advice tothe Ladies. By Mr. Vernon, at Vauzball. 


The ſtory, tho? ſimple, is true that I tell, 


I went t'other day, to a wake on the green, 
And met with a laſs, fair as beaury's gay queen, 


I aſk'd for a kiſs, but the damſel cry'd no,“ 
Aud ſtruggled and frown'd, and faid, * pray let me go. 


I tenderly cry'd, Phillis, don't be a prude, | 
But ſtill ſhe return'd, *I'l1 cry out if you're rude,” 
The more that I preſs'd'her, the more ſhe cry'd no, 
Aud ſtruggled and frown'd, and faid, * pray let me go. 


I found no entreaties would make her comply; 
Whenever I touch'd her, *twas fye, Colin, fye; 
So I ſent for a parſon, and made her my wife, 
And now I am welcome to kifs her for life. 

Ye virgins that hear, Jearn example from this, 
Take care how too freely you part with a kiſs ; 
Conceal for a time all the favours you can, 


For that's the beſt way to make ſure of your man. 


The Thruſh. By Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 


Sweeter than Flora can appear; 


She envies the return of day, 


The tuneful lyre and ſwelling flute, 


At thy rich warbling ſhall be mute: 
Vocal minſtrel, thy ſoft lay, 


Treaſures up and ends the May. 


Hark ! how the blackbird waoes his love, 
The ſkill'd muſicians of the grove ; 


On thorn, as perch'd, he nobly ſings, 


A cadence for the ear of kings ; 


Sublime and ſoft, gay and ſerene, 


A virginal to bail a queen, 
Nature's muſic thus improves, 
All the graces and the loves. 


WEET Thrufh, that makes the vernal year, 


9 .M 


. 1 ny@phs and ye ſhepherds that join in the ih:ong, | 
1 Pray tarry a While, and attend to my ſong, 


J hope it will pleaſe you all wonderful well. | — x 
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For Phœbe, I vow, is wy only delight. 
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Inn anger ſhe ſaid, get you out of my fight, 


Patty of the Mill. By Mr, Hudſon, at Ranelagh. 5 


AR ſweeter than the hawthorp bloom, 

Whoſe fragrance,ſheds a'rich perfume, 

Aud all the meadows fill; __ 

Much fairer than the lilly blows, ⁊—— 
More lovely than the bluſhing roſe, 

Is Patty of the mill, | 4 
The neighb'ring ſwains her beauty fir'd, 
With wonder ſtruck, they all admir'd, 

And prais'd her from the hill: 

Each ſtrove with all his ruſtic art, 
To ſouth and charm the honeſt heart, 
Of Patty of the mill. 


But vain were all attemfs to move, 
A fixed heart more true to love, 
Than turtles when they bill; 
A chearful ſoul, a pleaſing grace, 
And ſweet content ſmiles in the face, 
_ Of Patty of the mill. . 
'The good a friend in fortune find, 
Exalts the honeſt virtuous mind, 4 
And guards it from all ill: Eu few” 
Ve fair for ever conſtant prove, | 
Be ever kind, be true to love, 
Like Patty of the mill. 


The Confeſſion. By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 


f 
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6 ” ; Y the ſide of a ſtream, at the foot of a hill, 


I met with young Pherbe, who lives at the mill, 
My heart leapt with joy, at fo pleaſing a fight, 
I told her my love, and fat down by her fide, ' 
And ſwore the next morning I'd make her my bride, 
And go to your Phillis, you met here laſt night. 
Surpriz'd! Ireply'd, pray explain what you mean, 
I never, I vow, with young Phillis was ſeen, 
Nor can I conceive what my Phcebe is at, | 
O can't you, ſhecry'd, well I love you for that. 8 
Say, did you not meet her laſt night on this ſpot, 
O Colin, O Colin, you can't have forgot : 
I heard the whole ſtory this morning from Mat ; 
You ſtill may deny it, I love you for that. * 
| 5 * 215 


| „ 

_ Tis falſe, I reply'd, deareſt Phcebe, believe, 

For Mat is a rover, and means to deceive, 

You very well know he has cuin'd young Pat, 

And ſure, my dear charmer, muſt hate him for that. 
Come, come, then ſhe cry*d, if you mean to be kind 

I'll own 'twas to know the true ſtate of your mind, 

Tranſported, I kiſs'd her, ſhe gave me a pat, 

I made her my wife, and ſhe loves me for that. 


O Fye for Shame. By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall, 


| S thro” the grove I chanc'd to firay, 
A I mer young Phillis on her way, 
I flew like light'ning to her arms, 

And gaz'd in rapture on her charms; 
Her looks reveal'd a modeſt flame, © 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame! 
With eager baſte IL ſtole a kiſs, 
Which bluſhing Phillis took amiſs ; 
She puſh'd me from her with a frown, 
And call'd me bold preſuming clown: 
While I confeſs'd myſelf to blame, 

But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 


In tender fighs I told my love, 

And pledg'd my faith on things above, 
But ſhe like all her ſex was ſhy, - 
And tho' I ſwore would not comply: 
Yet I perceiv'd ſhe met my flame, - 
But ſtill ſhe cry'd, O fye for ſhame. 

When This ſaw, I quickly ery'd, 
Will lovely Phillis'be a bride; - 
But hark ! I hear the tinkling bell, 
To church let's go, it pleas'd her well : 
And ſoon a kind compliance came, 
But ſtill ſhe ery'd, O fye for ſhame. - 


Now Hymen's bands have made us one, 
The joys we taſte to few are known; 
No jealous fears our boſoms move, 
For conſtant each, we truly love: 
e now declares I'm not to blame, 
Nor longer cries, O fye for ſhame, 
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F H E fragrant lilly of the vale, 
So elegantly fair; . 
Whoſe ſweets perfume the fanning gale, 
To Cbloe I compare: 
What tho' on earth it lowly grows, 
And ſtrives its head to hide; 


I. « Its ſweetneſs far outvies the roſe, 

1 That flaunts with ſo much pride. 

I The coſtly tulip owes its hue, | D 
| To many a gaudy ſtain, 


In this we view the virgin white, 

K Of innocence remain: 5 

| 'See how the curious flow'riſts hand, 
Uprears its humble head, 

And to preſerve the charming flow'r, 
Tranſplants it to his bed. 


There, while it ſheds its ſweets around, 
How ſhines each modeſt grace, 
Enraptur'd how its owner ſtands, 
To view its lovely face; 
But pray, my Chloe, .now obſerve, 
__ The inf'rence of my tale, | 
May I the flow'riſt be, and thou, 
My lilly of the vale. | | 


8 | 

The Advice. By Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 
8 HE winter its deſolate train, 

8&2 Of froſt and of tempeſt may bring ; 3 
et Flora ſteps forward s gain, | 

And nature revives in the ſpring ; 

7 Tho? the ſun in his glory” s decreas'd, 

Of his beams in the e v'ning is ſhorn; 

Vet he riſes with joy in the eaſt, 

And repairs them again in the morn, 


"bb a But what can youth's ſunſhine recall, 
: 
f 


Or the bloſſoms of beauty reſtore ? 
When its leaves are beginning to fall,  * 
It dies and is heard of no more: 
The ſpring-time of love then employ, 
Tis a leſſon that's eaſy to learn, 
For Cupid's a vagrant, a boy, . 
w__ his ſeaſon will never return. 
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The Lilly of the Vale. By Mr. Hodſon, at tRandlagh. 


%. 


The 


(7), 
The Britiſh Fair. By Miſs Wright, at Vauxhall. 


HOEB Us meaner themes "Giſdaining, 
To the lyriſt's tall repair; 
And the ſittings to rapture raining,” 
Come and praiſe the Britiſh Fair, 


Chiefs throughout the land victorious, 
Born to conquer and to ſſ are, 

Were not gallant, wete not glorious, 

Till commanded by the fair. 


All the works of worth or merit, 
Which the ſons of art prepare, 
. Have no pleaſure, life, or ſpirit, : 
— But as borrow'd from the fair. 
Reaſon is as weak as paſſi n, 
But if you for truth declare, 
Worth and manhood are the faſhion, 
Favour'd with the Britiſh Fair. AS 


ot 


The Rover reclaimed. By Mr. Vernon, at Vaurbeſf 
WW : F Rambled about a twelvemonth I vow, 
\ 


In ſearch of a damſel for life ; | . 
5 For roving perplext me, I could not tell hon, G 
So I ventut'd at laſt on a wife. : S - 


The girls of the town, each rake muſt well know. 
Imbitter the pleaſures of life ; 4 

For evils on evils will conſtantly flow, * 
And make us all wiſh for a wife. "Y 


A miſtreſs, *tis true, that's youthful and gay, 
VII May ſweeten the troubles of life; 
And while ſhe is conſtant, drive ſorrow nw 
But what is all this to a wife ? 
In wedlock alone true pleaſure we find, 
To gild the rough paſſage thro! life; 
Then chuſe out a laſs with a delicate mind, 
And make the dear charmer a wife. ee, 
And you, O ye fair, be kind to the man, | * N 
o offers to bleſs you for liſe; on, "7% 
Be conſtant and true, and as fond as you can, 
For theſe are the charms of a wife. Te 
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. The Knife Grinder. 9927 
HE RE's Grindets enough fir, of e' ery degree, 
From jewel deck'd great, to low poverty, : 
From jewel,  &c. 6 LOG, 
What ever the ſtatjon it ſharpens the ſenſe, 
And the wheel goes round to wiad in the pence, 
Whatever the ſtation, &c. 3 
Maſter Grinders enough at the helm you will find, 
Tho' I'm but a Journeyman, Koives to grind. 


| Whatever the ſtateſman, may think of himſelf, 

He turns Fortune's Wheel in purſuit of the pelf, 

He grinds back and edge ſir's, his ends to obtain, 

And his country may ſtarve, his ſole view is but gain, 
Maſter Grinders, &c. ; | 


; The rich grind the poor is a ſaying of old, 
The Merchant, the Tradeſman, we need not be told, 
Whether Pagan, Mahometan, Chriſtian, you be, 
There's Grinders of all forts, of ev'ry degree. 
4 Ml,aſter Grinders, &c. | 4 
The patciot, with zeal animated declares, | 
The curtain he'll draw and diſplay the ſtate player's, 2 
He is a ſtrange Gcin er, to ſome tis well known, 5 
And they're mighty gall'd by the grit of the ſtone. 
1 Maſter Grin eis, &c. 2 
gt of T too am a Grinder, but what fir of that, 
I am bat ia taſte, ſince I copy the great, 
To be ſis ingenious I' tell you my mind, 
*Tis what I can get makes me wiling to grind. 


| Maſter Grinders, &c. SY 


F.ir Laura. Sung by Mr. Gilſon. 

Heo lately I offer'd fair Laura a kiſs, 

> She fleer'd and ſhe flouted and'took it amiſs, 

Begone, you great b by, ſhe cry'd with a frown, _ 

Do you think that I want to be kiſs'd by a clown. 

Thus ſpoke the proud charmer, and view'd me all round, 
ith an eye of diſdain, and thrice ſpit on the ground, - 

Then mimick'd my voice with ſatirical ſneer, 

And ſent me away with a flea in my ear. 


The girls of the village, if they had their wills, 
Would kiſs me, and preſs me, to ſtay on the hills; 
They ſay that Pm fair, but this minx of the town, 
Refus'd my ſweet kiſſes, and call'd me a clown. 


Sure, 


5 
Sure, ſure ſhe forgot, or perhaps did not know, 
That Bacchus fed herds in the valley below; 
That beauty's fair queen fell in love with a ſwain, 
And help'd him his cattle to tend on the plain. 
Yet Laura diſdains me, nor liſts to my vow, 
Say, is ſhe more lovely, than Venus I'd know? 
May ſhe never find ſwee-hearts in city or plain, 
But lie always a one, yet ſtill, wiſhiog io vain. 


Shall I, waſting in deſpair. Sung by Mr. Gilſon. 
'C HALL TI waſting in Ceſpair, 
Die becauſe a woman's tir 
Shall my cheeks look pale with care, 
Becauſe another's b:ooming are. 
Blooming as the day, 
Oc the flow'ry meads in May, 
If ſhe/ thinks not well of me, 
What care I how fair ſhe be. 
Shall a woman's:goodneſs move, 
Me to periſh for her love; 
Or her worthy. merits known, | 
Make me quite forget my own : s 
Bur ſhe meeker, kinder than, 
The turtle dove, or pelican, 
If ſhe be not ſo to me, 
What care I how kind the be. 
Be ſhe good, or kind, or fair, 
I will never more deſpair, 
If ſhe loves me, this believe, 
I will die &r the ſhall grieve; 
Ik the flight me, when I woo, | 
I will ſcorn and let her go, 
If ſhe be not made for me, 
What care 1 for whom ſhe be. 


who A New SONG. * 
ENTLE youth O tell me why, 
; Tears are ſtarting from my eyes, 
When each night from you I part, 
Why the ſigh that rends my heart, 
Gentle youth, O tell me true, 
If it is the ſame with you. ere gp 
_ ++ | Tell me when the appointed hour, 
Calls us to the ſecret _— | 


% 


- - Sghing 


( 20.) 
Sighing, trembling, ver 1 run, be 2 i991 
Early as the tiling fun.” a 1385 7 IO! ok 


Gentle youth, &c. 1 se bal. 


Tell that hearts, for hearts were made, 
And love for love is only paid, 3 
That muſie Mou'd in ſound convey, 

What dying lovers dare not ſay. 

: Gentle youth, &c. 


Tell me when the pain T feel, 5 
Pungent as the wound of ſteel, Oh” 
- When I feel the trickling matt, f 
Why I bleſs the pointed dart. 
Gentle youth, &. 


TPllirtilla. Sung by Mr. Gilfon, at Vauxhall. 
OUNG Damon perceiving Flirtilla paß by, 
Y Like lightning to kiſs her he fle), ö 
But ſhe with a ſtruggle and frown N keg 
I vow I'll cry out if you do. 


For ſhou'd my mamma, who is in — won, 
But hear you ſhe'll cauſe you to rue, 

She'll forbid you the houſe, then do St babe, g 
Ivo I'll cry aut if you &o. g 

But Damon was not to be terrify'd 10 
All women lov'd kiſſing he Khñͥ Vw. 

When he offer'd again, twas pray let me 20, 1 
Io I'Il cry out if you do. N e 
The youth by reſiſtance was ſtill more ubm. 5 

And kiſſes he ſtole not a few, * 
This rudeneſs forbear, Sir, ſhe ſoftly reply d. 
I vow I'll cry out if you 00. ite 
Thus fluſh'd with fucceſs, Ike à woman at whiſt, ., 
The reſolute youth bolder grew ; 
But ſtill ſhe made anfwer, I will not, be kifs'd, 
I yew Til ery out if you do. 
Then Damon reſoly'd his laſt efforts to fue, 4 9 


And ſoon made the dam el come too: 9 
She ſigh'd and reply. d, you may take what you like, 


I will not cry out if you do. e af tug e 
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The Milk Maid. Sung at Sadler's Wells. 


Oming home with my milk, the young *ſquire I met, 
C Says he, Polly, love ſet downyour pails, 
have 


long been a k or two, child in your 4 
If I pay you, you muſt not tell tales. | 


T*oblige him and cauſe. that I woud'at be croſs, 

I preſently quitted my'paſls; 
He pull'd me down gently on # bed of green moſs, 
And kia me. I ſhoudaꝰt tell tales. 


I ſtrove to get up, but he ſtill kept me down, 
I beg'd to go home with my pails, 
He vow'd to ſuch pitch his fond paſſions was grown, 


He'd wed but I muſt not tell tales. 


So gently he woo'd, and ſo warmly he preſt, 
hat I litt le more thought of my pails; 
Till beyond all eſcaping I found him poſleſt, » 
Of my heart ut I ſhoudn't tell tales. 
He ſolemnly ſwore that he'd make me his wife, 
And eaſe me the cartiage of pails; 
3 he don't, why as ſure as a muſcle has life, 
I'm ſlen: there s one will tell tales. 


Dear willy. By Miſs Davis, at Marybone Gardens. 


Ong time 1 deſpair'd a'young _— to find, 
Nor proud of- his merit, nor as the wind, 


But at laſt Ihavg found a dear lad to my mind; = 
Oh! I never can part with my Willy. © *- | 


We hy'd to the altar laſt midſummer day, 
„„I bluſh'd all the while and ſcarce knew what to ſay : Y; 
; But I vow'd (I remember) to love and obey, | | 
Can I do any leſs hy my Wil) ? 
His Breath; is as fragrant as freſh morning air, 
His face than the roſe is 1 ruddy I ſ ear, 1 
And his kiſſes as ſweet oh! beyond all D rn J 
There is not ſuch a lad as my Willy, - 


With him none pretends for to pipe or to play, 8 

And bat tender ſoft things does the ſhepherd not ſay, 
With eaſe I am ſure he may ſteal hearts away, 
But I'll never diſtruſt dear Willy. | 
When droop'd all in pain, and I hung down my head, 
How kindly be watch'd me, what tears has he ſhed, 

| He nCer left me a moment *till/fickneſs was fled, 

, c eyer forget thee, dear * 


— 
$ o 
Shou d 
- 


* * 3 Wi. 12 Eb . 

ou'd death from af ight tear the ſhe rer 

Let him take (if he ehuſes) then me aw — ers? 25 
For why ſhou'd I tarry, or what .cou'd do, 23 ne! 7 
Shou'd J loſe ſuch a lad as my Willy? 240%. e! 4 


DAMON and PHILLIS, a Paſſoral Palos,” 
Damon. ae a1T + 
OW fierce is the ſun, haſte Win love cum... 4 * a1 
7 2 my a e in the grove | * 
oung Cupid reigns there, and I'll pleaſe thee m far, 
By telling thee ſtories of love, py 7 by 
 Phillis,. 
I tell you, young ſwain, you attack me in vain, ; 
Too fatal the going might prove, 
For many a poor maid, has there been betray'd, 
By liſt'ning to ſtories of love. | 
Damon. | 
When paſſion's fincere, there's no danger to fear, 
- The ſpring-tide of beauty improve; | 5 
Nor let it be ſaid, Phillis died an old maid, TS 
Averſe to the raptures of love. e 
Phillis 25 F \ | : 
To hear the ſoft ſigh, ſee the foul. peaking © eye, 
A nymph can't perhaps diſapproye, . . 
It may flatter her pride, but if reaſon's her guide, 
She makes honour attendant on love, 
s Damon, rr 
N. with honour I burn, yet for mutual eine 
With Phillis how vainly I've ſtrove, os: | EC. 
See our flocks how they join, *tis an omen divine, if ns) 
Portending compliance and loves. 
Phillis, - - 
0 Damon, I find, my poor heart ſeems inelin dd,. 
The teſt of your paſſton to prove, | 
1 62: Pagans: 2!" 
| Then be Hymen our guide, be the nuptial kaot t. y 4, * 
wo And let wedlock give ſanQion to love. ns 1 3185 1 
4 When love's gentle fire, enkindles e wn ts) zul 
Suppreſs the wild maxim to rove, 
Let the a os and the youth, plight theic hopour and tcuch, 


And be happy ia virtue and ve ua 111 
8 0 4401 3 Reply 
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Thank my ſtars, I'm no fog] yet, Na, really, nor L. = | 


woe ih. R r10ug uſes ſerves the fan, 1.10 x b 
& | py M 0 


4 * 
1 
on '* Really, "n bot 1. „ al = 
AST work as trambled 5 the gay mead. LY 
With a book in my hand, which 1 n to read. N 
Juoſt as I began lovely Sally. Gar e by. e 
Who fairer than Venus appear'd io my eye, ds mat 
Good morrow, fair maiden,; I to her did lays e "ohy 
Will you pleaſe to fit down by,me on the new Wie. Dey 
She anſwer'd me truly, don't think Il. ene, voto, 
To fit down with you Colin,. —Really, not J. 
Lord, Sally, ſays I, do not look at me thee. 
But hold up your _ Dye, and give me a baſs. d 
Yes, too be ſure, filly clown, ſhe did. cry, * 7 


I begged her pardon, but hop'd that ſhe'd ann.! N. 
And liſten a moment to what I ſhe ud ſay, y- 
Jr was that I lov'd her, - ſays ſne Colin, ſye. 
I'll hear no more from. you, Sir, Really, not J. 

Dear Sally, ſays I, why d'ye always' repeat, "SY 7 
No, Really, not I—fuch ente as that: 5 A 
I beg you would alter to Cole I love, .., 
No ſhepherd but you, by the 8 

I then hinted marriage, and Sd ie Loni = Ty 701 10 
My partner ſhe'd be, n © din 11 1 - Y 
_To this ſhe agreed, ang thus did reply, bold d 
No Colin I love thee, and will ö 1 die. 

2 1 $37 Won 465 
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A decent, b M ; od. a Ft 
5 icks ie peep, at nn 
or, yet betray, your wing... r I: 
| Eogh action has a meaning Neben, wo 4 
tſentment's in the ſnap: 4 e 
irt en ſtrong diſdain, | 7 . 1 le 
705 ent, a gentle tag, ag hart, 5 in £ 
All paſſions will the fag diſcloſe, 5 NI 21 2 
modes of female, art, 0216197 701 A 
And to  aqvantage ſweetly them.) | An Net- 106 
The hand, if not the besrt. Ado Þ 
Tis folly's ſcepter,, 5 . 
By 1558. $ capricious b 
Who k nows i lightly 15 — | 
0 Are verge by e 0 N The 
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The Invitation. By Mr. Vernon, at Vauxhall. 
OME, Lauras, and meet your fong N on 


E're Phœdus declines to the welt, * 9 . i 

Nor let me ſtill languiſh in pain, = ore * Moy 
Your preſence alone makes me bleſt; n 
When abſent na, pleaſors 1 feel; WITTE CI 2 1 2551 7857 141 
My paſſions but rücken and bie. ie en een Bile 
No power my tortures can heal, 8 
Unleſs my dear Laura ig by. ee I 19 "eas 246 

Then haſte to yon jeflamine | —_ by NY WE: "Oxy Ws 
Enjoy what no language can t 1 „N age 
Tis the ſeat of contentment and love, F 
Where peace and tranquillity r 
There Cupid our hearts aft unſtee 5 | 
There Hymen bis altar Mall raiſ e.. 
The muſes ſweet ſongs ſhall indite, n ee 
And charm the whole grove with their I * 

O think with ſuch pleaſures as theſe, , © .. 2 
How time will gtide 1 55 Way, . wants TEM 
Each ſtriving the 80 vs i eaſe, * e e 
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No happineſs gither" mt taſte, © | ; 
But what we in up ove, 2175 aid u +} 1 
Then hither; ot = Oey it tf enen td 


And bleſs a fond ſwain ein Your e Srl 200 
. jt l a8) e 44 53 $vit 5 1 Or” 


A new Truce with BACCHUS and VENUS. 
By Mr. Lows, at Mary bone Gardens.” 


YSE LF vttwebh Venus add Bacctiyis F. *Þ 
two fcaled fix | J —.— 15 3 


And 'twixt th 
Tis true, they bori*Have hai charms 
But b'ended, they double the heat of my h wh 51 
With rage on his br6w, ziide ntempt in — ot 
Bacchus throws down his cloſter aid giveb me the] 
No female, ſ:ys he, ſhal-partake of my id 
A rival I hate, and Il] goverfi Welte. e 
Dear Venus in turm ber dbH]on l 4 UA 
Aſſerts her controul o'er the nymphs ank che T Hs, 
Uphc «ids me for knecaglat! Bacchus Mitte? daR 
And ſtridly forbids me the juice of the Fe Ty 
One ſco'ds me, * fond of tlie bolt,” — 
The other, cauſe w Hates aft. of m foul 55 
4 boldly declare,” Heads Pre'fry'd,” Don 
No.mo! ta! bis 1 can bettet abe 518 Why 


. | 

Why then let em wringle, what is it to me: 

7 I wartant iny conduct ſhall-make em agree; 
As one to prefer to the other I'm loth, 

Til love, and I Il drink, and be pleaſing to 


A tavourite C CANTATA, | _- 
Sung by Miſs Brent, at Vauxhall. 
„ + RECITATIVE. 
Damon, ſtill you ſtrive in vain, 
Clafrinda's fix d reſolve to move: 
My heart, alas! may feel the pain, 
But juſtiy ſeorns the guilt of loi. 
85 2 A 1 R. 1 4 2 
Is this, ye powers, this boaſted flame? 
O ſay, is this his only end? 
And can his love deſtroy: his fame, ' 
His truth and honour ſhould defend, 
O fot # thought ſo meanly'baſe,; 1 4th 
5 ae youth ſhall ſurely find. 
The Heart that could admire his face, 
Can ſtill deteſt him for his mind. 
Let me ALONE. 
| Sung by Mr. Cooke, at Sadler's Wells. 
A S I was a walking to Chelſea one day, ; 
I met with a pretty young girl by the wax. 
I ask'd to ſalute her, but this was her tone, A 
Why can't you be eaſy, and let me alone. 
I told her my name was young amorous James, 
And I call'd her a thouſand fine delicate names, 
I told her, her heart was as cold as a'ftone, 
No matter Sir, ſays ſhe, can't you let me alone. hs 
My dear child, fays I, I am not on my fun, 
If you'll go to the bun- houſe, I'll give you a bun, 
— Quoth ſhe, Ive got money enough of my own, 
To buy half a hundred ſo let me alone. | 
Sweet creature, ſays I, with me you ſhall dine, 
At Pinchbeck's I hear he ſells excellent vine: | 
. Beſides there's the Wax-work and Dwarf to be ſhown, 
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May be ſo, Sir, ſays ſhe, but pray let me alone. 
However I follow'd her field after field, e 
Till by my perſuaſions I brought her to yield: 1 8 : 


Next day we were wed and ſhe alter'd her tone, | 
And ſhe teazes me now if I let ber alone. ANew _ 


( 16") 
A” New $ONG. . 

NCE the Gods of the Greeks at ambrorlal . % 1 
O Large bowls of rich nettot was quaffing, 90 A 
Merry Frog ae among them. was ſat:azAgueſt, |. 0 Ret 

Homer, ſays the celeſtials loves laughing; 
On each in the f) nod the humorons told, 
$0 none could his joaks diſapprove, 
He ſung, repartee d, and ſome ſmart;ſtories told, 

And at latt then began upon Jo e. «0 S 
Sir Atlas, who long had tbe vniverſy hore, ' ) ( / 
Grows grievouſly tic'd of late: 

He ſays that mankind are much worſe.thao; before, | 
So begs to be eas'd of their weight: 

Jove knowing the car h, on poor Atlas was burFd, 
From his ſhoulders commantled the hall, : 

Gave his daughter attraction, and charge of the. world, 
And ſne hung it up high id the hall. ee, 


of 


Miſpleas'd with the preſet, ſhe view'd. the. nord round, 


To fee what each climate was worth, 
Like a diamond, the whole, wich an Atmolphyre crown'd, 
And-ſhe variouſly planted the eartn. 
Wi h gold and cich jewels ſhe India endow! d, 
France and Spain ſhe taught Vineyards to rear, 
What ſuited each Clime on each clime ſhe deſto bdeſtow'd; 
But freedom ſhe found flouriſh here. 


Four cardinyls virtues ſheileft in the Gi, ; thi 8 Fa oP 
As guardians to cheriſh the roet, aff $2018? on b. . 
The bloſſoms of Liberty gaily did ſmile, d Ov 3'02 v 4 7 
And Engliſhmen. fed on the fruit: ; DP 
Thur fed ard. thus bred, from a country fo. rare, 8 
Oh! preſerve i it as free as it was Biven,, 8 = 
We will while we've breath, nay we'll gap i it in eib, 
Then return it untainted to heaven. N RIO 


The Maiden's Choe” e ng | 
F cer! ls learn. the ſweet leſſons FP love,” 1 
Give eat to the perſon of whom . 1 
No pedant, yet learned. not fooRiſh yet Wide _— ; 
Or laugbing, becauſe he has nothing to ſay, cee * | 
To all of my ſex, quite opligiog and tree, i orad eb l 
Bu never ſhew fongpels to any but me, NS d a. 
In publick preſere the decorum that's juſt, en 
And ſhew ia bis eyes he is e to his tut x 
913" 4 * d 
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But when the long hoürs of obſervance are paſt, 

And we ſweetly retreat to a welcome repaſt, 
May ev'ry fond pleaſure the moment endear, 
Be baniſh'd afar both diſcretion and fear: 
Forgetting and ſcornitig the eyes of a crowd, 
He may ceaſe to be formal and I to-be proud, 
Till loſt in the joys, we confeſs while we lite; 
And he may be rude, aad I may lorgiye. 

If that my delight niay be Pedtaſtly fixt; 
Let ide friend and the lover be properly mixt, 

n whoſe tender boſom my foul may coptnde, _ 
Whoſe kindneſs can ſooth we, whoſe counſels can guide; 
To ſach a dear lover as here 1 deſcribe, YR 
No danger ſhou'd f. iglit me, not miilions ſhou'd bribe, 
Bnt if I can't find ſo undcommon a fwain, 

As now I am fiogle, I'll fiogle remain. 


A New 8 ON G. _— 


A S I ranged the bowers one evening in May, 4 
. When the meadows was green, and flowers was guy. 
The black birds and rhruſhes in ſweet harmony, N 
ade the groves to ting with their melody : 
I *ſpy'd a young dam{-1 with ſorrow oppreſt, | 
I ſaluted her gently and beg'd the requeſt, , 
To know what it was that difturbed her reſt, 
She anſwer'd it was her cuckoc's neſt. f 
This damſel's briglit eyes enchanted my foul, 
Clcſ: in my arms I did her enfold, | 
Beneath the green branches of a ſweet myrtle ſhade, 
1''s there I embraced this comely fair maid ; 
With raptures of joy, I lean'd on her breaſt, 
With torrents of pleaſute I then was poſleſt, 
Tu. lovely fair creature own'd hetſelt bleſt, 
Whea ſhe heard me diſcourſe of her cuckoo's neſt: 
The lark and the linnet in concert they ſong; 
With the nightingalæ's nutes the bowers all rung, 
Dou n by the banks of a Clear rivet's ſide, 
Whoſe weet filver ſtream} with gentleneſs glide, _ 
- I charm'd this zoung treztwe aud by her conſent, 
We rov'd the dark groves tog ve her content. 
In exceſs of pleaſ..te.ſhe own'd herſelf bleſt, 
That I went in ſearch for ker-cuckoo's feſt. 
In ſoſt rural paſtime, our time we did ſpend; - 
Tilt the ſoft dewing Ng began to deſcend, : 


/ 
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The ſseet warbling cheir had finiſh'd their ſong, 
The kids and the lambkins to reſt too was gone, 
When Luna's pale face began to appear, , 
Home to our eottage in haſte did repair, 

Whete ſoft golden ſlumbers compoſed our reſt, 
In the dawa of the morn found her cuckoo's neſt. 


| Love here is the laſt my pleaſure departs, 
ft Farewell ye rocks and loneſome defarts, 

"4 | My heart bids adieu, ſo farewell ye plains, 
. And all falſe lovers I will diſdain: 

[5 | The pleaſure of love is ſweet I proteſt, 

ag To thiak of paſt pleaſures Irelly am bleſt, 
A 


Farewell you friends for I'll go to reſt, 
Heere is an end of your cuckoo's neſt. 


1 o The Compariſon, ſurg by Mr: Dearle. 
Fi © N p'eaſure's ſmooth wings how old time ſteals away, 
14 E'er love's fatal flame leads the ſhepherd aſtray : | 
q | My days, O ye ſwaihs were a ound ofidelight, - 
From the cool of the morn, to the ſtillneſs of night; 
"1 No care found a place in my cottage or breaſt, 
But health and content all the year was my gueſt. 
| 'T'wat then no fair Phillis my heart could enſnare, 
With voice or with feature, with dreſs or with air, 
So kindly young Cupid had pointed th dart, 
That I gathered the ſweets, but I miſs'd of the ſmart: 
I toy'd fer a while, then [ rov'd like the bee, 7 
But ſtill all my ſong was Ill ever be free. 
Twas then ev'ry object freſh raptures did yield, 
Ik I ſtray'd thro? the garden, or travers'd the field, 
Ten thouſand gay ſcenes were diſplay'd to my fight, + 
» If the nightingale ſung, I could liſten all night: * 
With my reed I could pipe to the tune of the ſtream, 
And wake to new life from a 1apt'rous dream. 
But now fince for Hebe in ſecret I figh, 
Alas! what a change? and how wretched am I, 
Adieu to the charms of the valley and glade, 
Their ſweets now all ſicken, their colours all fade: 
No muſic I find in Philomel's ſtrain, _ 432 
Ad the brook o'er the pebbles now murmurs in vain, - 
87. They ſay that ſhe's kind, but no kindneſs I ſee, _ - 
On others ſhe ſmiles, but ſhe frowns upen me, 5 — 
h ans Res = 


e 
Then teach me, bright Venus, per ſua ſions ſoft art, 
Or aid me by reaſon to ranſom my heart: 

To crown my deſire, or to baniſh my pain, 

Give love to the nymph, or give eaſe to the ſwain. 


; A New S ON G. 
A T the wake t' other even young Colin I met, 
He took all occaſions his vows to repeat, 
With rapture myeyes and my lips he run o'er, 
I own it was pretty, but really nothing more. 
Tho? with ſoft expreſſions, his looks were endear'd, 
To his tender proteſting I paid no regard, 
The falſhood of ſwains I had heard of before, 
So I gave him a ſmile but indeed gave no more. 
The confidant ſhepherd encourag'd by this, 
Eſſay'd Jaſſure you to raviſh a kiſs, | 
J vow in the ſtruggle my ruffles I roze, 
So frowning proteſted I'd fee him no more. 


Next morning I found him reclin'd on his crook, 
All ſoftneſs his voice, all repentance his look, 
He entreated forgiveneſs a thouſand times o'er, 
And vow'd and proteſted he'd do ſo no more. 


The frowns and the quarrels of lovers how weak, 
For Cupid himſelf in his favour did ſpeak, 

So the ſwain to my breaſt I again did reſtore, 
For truſt me my anger could hold out no more. 


No wonder dear girls that I treated him fo, 
For on ſunday together to church we ſhall go, 
Tho? to quit and forget him I often have ſwore, 
Forgive me this once and Pl] do fo no more. 


 Theflighed MAIDEN. 
T ERE's one that loves, as many others do, 
And now to my grief I bid you all adieu, 
He itrives.to torment me, and does the worſt he can, 


But I never will grieve for a falſe deluding mans 


| ap Let him go; c. 
He led me and drove me, *ti]lI came to love's ſchool, 
But for to tarry there I was not ſuch a fool, | 
The doors he faſt bolted thinking to keep ime there, 
Put the doors I broke open and then I got clear, 


i . 
And when Thad got my liberty I had reaſon fo tejoice, 
When I love another I'll make a better choice, 
or ſuch men as thoſe are plenty to be found, -- . 
And before I will have him, I'il ſearch the world round. 
Some ſay he's endu'd with a great deal of wit 
vx thoſe that enjoy it won't profit a bit, 155 
or if he has any be does jt all ſave, © 
To keep him when he'sold and carry himto the grave, 
Some ſay he courts another, but the maidhe'll deceive, 
The fool does not think that for him I will grieve, 
No, no, I'll let him know that Vii go no more that way, 
To be ſcar'd by an owl that ſeldom flies by day. © 
Come all you young maidens draw near unto me, 
And I will let you know how cautious you ſhou'd be, 
Put half a pound of reaſon into a grain of ſenſe, 
With a large ſprig of thyme, and as much ptudence. 


Sh. A New Song, call'd the Comical Knot. 
W HEN Fanny to woman is growing apece, 

L The roſe bud beginning to blow in her face, 
For mamma's wiſe precepts ſhe cares not a jot, 
Her heart pants for ſomething ſhe cannot tell what. * 
No ſooner the wanton her fteedom obtains, | 
Than among the gay youths s tyrant ſhe reigns, 
And finding her beauty ſuch power has got, 
Het heart pants for ſomething but cannot tell what. 
Though all day in ſplendour ſhe flaunts it about, 
At court, park and play, ridotto and rout, 1 
Though flatter'd and envy'd yet pines at ber lot, 
ler heart pants for ſomething but cannot tell what. 5 

A touch of the hand or a glance of the eye, 25 

From him ſhe likes beſt makes her ready to die, 

Not knowing *tis Cupid his arrow has ſhor, 

Her heart pants for ſomething but cannor tell what. 

Ye fair take advice and the beſt while you may, 
Each look, word and action your wiſhes betray, 
tire cafe io the heart by the conjugal knot, 
Thapgh they pant e'er ſo much, you'd ſoon know for what, . 


A New Song. Sung at Vauxhall, by Mr. Vernon. 
„II HEN infancy to manhood grew, 
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* . Pome be auty touch' d my heart, 
> Frem vein to vein, love's light'ning fle w, 
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Wird painful pleaſing ſmart, My 
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My boſom fweet content forſaok. 
And rec he ol 2 . 
nd melting ſigh, the ſparkling look, 
A Proy'd jos 25 ſweet AHfecdlan. 
Unus'd to arts that win the fair, 
What cauꝭd a ſhepherd do? 
And to ſubmit to ſad deſpair, 
Was not the way to woo; 
At length I told the deareſt maid, 
I hop'd ſhe'd no ohjection, 
To talk, whi'e round the lambkins play'd, 
Of love and ſweet affection. 
A bluſh my Chloe's cheeks bedeckt, 
A bluſh devoid of guile, | 
And what from me can you expect, 
She anſwer'd with a ſmile; ; 
How many nymphs have been betray'd, 
Through want and calm perfection, 
Then don't my peace of mind invade, 
With love and ſweet affeRion. 
Dear maid, I cry'd, miſtruſt me not, 
In wedlock's bands let's join, 


My kids, my kine, my herds, my goats, 


My foul iiſelf is thine ; 
To church I led the blooming fair, 
For Hymen's ſoft protection, 
And now life's deareſt joys we ſhare, 
With love and, ſweet affection. 


; The Conſtant Swain. | 
RISE thou miſtreſs of my heart, 

And do not me diſdain, | 
Come now and quickly take the part, 

Of me your conquer'd ſwan. 

To you alone I am a ſlave, 
There's none on earth cao cure, 
The flame that in my breaſt I have, 

For you I do endure. 
Come now dear nymph and eaſe the ſmart, 
Of me your conquer'd ſwain, 

My love for you now in my heart, 
Does conſtamily remaio, 
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Now we in Hymen's bands will wed, 
Our hearts united be therefore, 


In love we'll live without any dread, 
In. joys for evermore. 


The Rake's Reſolve. Sung by Mr: Lowe, at t Vauxhall, 


Have rambl'd, I own it, whole years up and down, 
1 And ſigh'd o'er each beautiful nymph of the town, 
Such fancies have plagu'd me, that oft in my life, 
I've been ready to ſtart at the name of a wife. 


But aſham'd of my fears, that have oft broke my reſt, 
And wearied with roving both cloy'd and unbleſt, 

I'll try to be happy the reſt of my life, 

And venture, tho' late, yet at laſt on a wife. 


Then farewel the jilt, and the fool, and the bold, 
Lil quit you with pleaſure beſore 1 grow old; 
One girl of my heart Iwill take to for lite, 

And enough of all conſcience I hold is one wife. 


ITI ſearch the town over this fair one to find, 

Nor fickle, nor jealous, nor, vain, nor unkind, 
Whoſe wit and good humour may hold it for life, 
And then, if ſhe'll have me, Ill make her my wile. | 


is time that the follies of life had an end, F 
And ſoon, nay this inſtant, l'm ready to end, 40 01] 
What wonder there'll be at fo alter'd a life, 

If you're wile, you like me, will reſolve on a wife. 


The Haughty Maid. 


HE N nature had with bluſhing roſe, 
Te face of Cælia grac'd, 
And every feature form'd to plesſe, 
In beauteous order plac'd. 


Proud of theſe vain external charms, 
She ſwells with ſcornful pride, 

Enchanted with the fading roſe, 
Tha: on her cheeks were dy d. 


Wrh havyghty air ſhe treads the ground, 
And flaunts it o'er: the plain, | 
Deſpiſi:g thoſe of humbler form, 
_ Amongſt the rural train. 
Yet why fair Cz'ia, ſhould ſuch thoughts, | 
Thy tender mind employ, 
Conſider ſoon that bloom will fade, 
Which nov thou doſt enjoy, 4 And 


- 


. 
And know that pride in each degree, 
Is plainly to be ſeen, | 
That all you do the ſame to hide, 
Can acer this failing ſcreen. 


Then walk with humble decent air, 
And vircue with it join, 

Then men of merit, wit and ſenſe, 
Will fay thour't all divine. 


4 


Something New. 
N all mankind's promiſcuous race, 
1 The ſons of error urge their chace, 
The wondrous to purſue ; 
And both in country and ia town, 
The curious courtier, cit and clown, 
Sollicit ſomething new. | 
The poets ſtill from nature take, 
And what is ready-made they make, 
Hiſtorians muſt be true: 
How therefore ſhall we find a road, 


p Thro' differtation, ſong or ode, 
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To give you ſomething new. 
They ſay virginity is ſcarce, 
As any thing in proſe or verſe, 
And fo is honour roo: - 
The papers of the day imply, - 
No more than that we live and die, 
And pay for ſumething new. 


We ſee alike the woeful dearth, 
In melancholly, or in mirth, 
Then what ſhall ladies do ? 
Seek virtue as the immortal prize, 
In fine be honeſt and be wile, 
For that is ſomething new. 


A New Song, ſung by Mr. Lowe. 


Y temples with cluſters of grapes I'll entwine, 
And barter all joy for a goblet of wine, 

In ſearch of a Venus no longer Pll tun, 

But ſtop and forget her at Bacchus's tun. 

Yet why this reſolve to relinquiſh the fair, 

"Tis a folly with ſpirits like mine to deſpair, . 

For what mighty charms can be found in a glaſs, 

If not fill'd to the health of ſome fav'cite las. 
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- 5Tis woman whoſe'charms ev'ry tapture impart; 
And lend a new ſpring to the pulſe of the hearts 
The miſer himſelt ſo fwpfetne is her ſway, 


my 


Grows convert to love end refigns her his key. 
At the ſound of her voice, ſorrow lifts up her lead; 
And poverty liſtens well ples$'d\trom her ſhed; 

| While age in an extacy hobbling along, 
Beats time with his crutch do the tune of her ſong; 
Then bring me a goblet from Bacchus's hoard, 
The largeſt and deepeſt that ſtands on the board; 
FI fill up a brimmer and drink to the fair, © 
is the thirſt of a lover and pledge me who date. 


| A New Song, ſung by Miſs Plenlus. 

. + 6 My love and eſteem; has attempted to gaits, 
With the ſane wicked arts he ſo often had betray'd, 
He thought to ſeduce one more innocent maid, 

But appriz'd of his power, of my weaknefs aware, 

1 baffled his ſchemes and avoided tlie ſnare, 

For virtue I love and was taught in my dawn, 

When 1 gather'd a rofe to beware of the thorn. 

His tears I neglected, his oaths I defpis'd, 4 
For his heart by thoſe tears aud thoſe oaths hedifguis'q, 
What preſents he brought me I choſe to decline, 

The prodigal bounty of art and defign, 

He coax'd and he flatter'd, but flattci'd in vain, 

And pra&i,'d each art on my weakneſs to gain; 

Protected by prudenee] laugb'd him to ſcorn, 
Tho' I fancied the roſe, yet I dreaded the thora. 


— * wantonly boaſted what nymphs he had won, 


j 
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hat credulous beauties his arts had undone, 
He ſwore th-t his faith ſh»otd inviolste be, 
That his heart and thofe fair ones were victims to me, 
But I told him thoſe victims, that faich I deſpiſe, 
And f.om ſuch examples would learn to be wiſe, 
That I would never proſtitute virtue to ſcorn, 
Or ſmell at a rofe to be hurt by-a thorn. 
Was the perjur'd betrayer aſham'd of his puitt, 
has his paſſion on virtue nut wamenneſs büllt, 
as his heart as ſincere as bis oeths are profane, 
I cou'd fancy, I pwn, I coa'd-fancy the fwain, 
But experience has taught me tis dangeraus'to truſt, - 
And folly to think be can ever b: juft, | 
o Tl! ſtifle my flame, and reject him with ſcorn, 
Leaſt I graſp at the roſe and be hurt by the thorn, 


OUNG Strephon, the artful, the dangerous ſwalu, 
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3 The Cruel Tyrant Love, 
Sung by Miſs Brent, in the Opera of Artazerxes. 


F o'er the cruel tyrant love, 


A conqueſt I believ'd, 
The flatt'ririg error ceaſe to prove, OY. 
O let me decei d. a 


For bear to fan the gentle flame, 
Which love did firſt create, 
What was my pride, is now my ſhame, 
And muſt be turn'd to hate. 
Then call not to my way'ring mind, 
The weakneſs of my heart, 
Which, ab! I find; too much inclin'd, 
To take the traitor's part. 


5 A New SONG. 
O O lovely fair one, I confeſl, 
The ſwain whom you would deign to bleſs, 
Might ſigh an age away; 
In expectation of that joy, 
When you no longer cold and Coy; 4 
Would all his pains allay. 
Indulgent heaven has mede thy form, 
So ſoft, ſo perfect, and fo warm, | ? 
Who gazes muſt adore; | 
But I ſo long in vain have try'd, 


=_— 


To move your heart that ſeat of pride, 2 

/ That now I give it Oer. b " * 3 
For know proud fair, a care I've found. 2 
I'll be no longer tamely bound, 4 


In hopeleſs flames te burn; 
Vain maid I have ſhaken off your chain, 
By wine a conqueſt I obtain, 

And triumph in my turn. 


A New SONG... 


Ma hearty good fellow, a ruby nos'd fot, 
Who never yet thought of treaſon or plot, 
A good bottle that mellows the chief of my cares, 
And guzzle each night till Pm carry'd up fairs. * 
A good bottle, &c. | : 


— * 


(26) 


For the tombs of the brave ones the wealthy and wife, 


All the news that they tell us is under he lies, 
Tis a hint that I like not à trumpery tale, 
So I drown all the thoughts on't in flaggons of ale. 


They may call me fot; blockhead, or e'en what they will, 


But if wealth, nor if titles, nor wiſtiom, or skill, 


Can their owners preſerve from a church yard or prieſt, 


Why T1! live as F like it, all method's a jeſt. 
On the leſſon of nature it is that I think, - 


For ſhe taught me to love, and fhe taught me to drink, 


To my pleaſures full power ſhe taught me to give, 
And Ill ſtick to her maxims as long as I live. 
Pve money good ſtore and fpend it I muſt, 
Be roaring and jolly, but honeſt and juſt, - 
That cold in my coffin, my landlord may ſay, 
He's gone and he's welcome there's nothing to pay. 
BY A NEW SONG. 
OWEET are the banks, when ſpring perfume, 
I 'The verdant plants and laughing flowers, 
Fragrant the violet as it blooms, 10 
And ſweet the bloſſoms after ſhowers, 
Sweet is the ſoft, the ſunny breeze, 
That fans the golden orange grove; 
But oh | how ſweeter far than theſe, 
The kiſſes are of her I love. 
Ve roſes bluſhing in your beds, 
That with your odours ſcent the air; 
Ve lillies chaſte, with ſilver heads, 
As my Cleora's boſom fair: 
No more I court your balmy ſweets, 
For I, and I lone can prove, 
How ſweeter, whereſoc'er we meet, 
The kiſſes are of her I love. 
Her tempting eyes my gaze inclin'd, 
Their pleafing leſſon firſt I caught, 
- Her ſenſe, her friendſhip next confin'd, 
Soon to love herl was taught, 
Should fortune, ſtooping from her ſky, 
Conduct me to her bright alcove, 
Yet like the turtle 1 ſhould die, Bey 
Denied the kiſs of her I love. 1 
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The Caſuiſt, Sung by Miſs Davies. 


| HICH is beſt, ye Caſuiſt ſay, 
| To be graye, or to be gay, 


Still to weep and never ſmile, 


In the penſeroſo ſtile. 
To fit moaping like a nun, 


Or to friſk it in the ſun, 5 


* 


Where the ſeenes of micth are play d, 
And the glad appointments made. 

If the maid avoid exceſs, 

Better ſing and dance and dreſs, 

And indulge the calls of youth, 
While ſhe forfeits not her truth. 


Rigour and ſevere demean, 


Are not decent at ſixteen, 


And the charaRer is loſt, 
Studied at good nature's coſt. 
She that meditates the moſt; 
Is not always virtue's boaſt; 
Nor the filent and demure, 
Always peaceable and pure. 


A New SONG, 


Like the man whoſe ſoaring ſoul, 
Is generous and refin'd, 
| Whoſe paſſions act beneath controul, 


With love and honour join'd. 
The frothy ſons of vice and ſhew, 
Like ſhadows and like noiſe, | 
Have nothing in themſelves we know, 
That ſober ſenſe enjoys. | 
But pure and conſtant love endears, 
And feaſts both ear and ſight, 
While every thing that virtue fears, 
Can give no true delight, 


5 FANNY?”s Charms. 


« And nature feels decay, 
Tho' winter now her garb puts on, 
And caſt's a gloom on 5 
| Ly 


HAT tho? the bloom of ſpring is gone, 


(28) 

Tho! filent ſtands the lazy hill, 
And mute the ſilvian throng, 
Vet Fanny's charms unfading till, 

Shall flouriſh in my ſong. 
Tho? now no more on ſunny plains, 
The ſhepherds tend their care, 

And each in emulating ſtrains, 
Forgets jo praiſe his fair; 
Tho unfrequented ev'ry ſhade, 
That catch'd the vernal breeze, 
Yet Fanny's ſmiles (enchanting maid !) 
Can charm me more than theſe. | 
When ſpring in yaried beauty dreſt, 
Does all it ſweets diſcloſe, ay 
Compare the lilly to her breaſt, 
And to her lips the roſe, 
Her breaſt the lilly's white out ves, 
Tho? whiteſt of the vale, 
And to her lips (in Damon's eyes,) 
The reddeſt roſe looks pale. 
No more ſhall flow'rs bedeck the meade, 
Or bi ds frequent the ſpray, 
Ot larks forſake their dewy beds, 
And hail the dawning day, 
No more on yonder mountain's brow, 
Shall bleating lambh ins rove, 
And ſhe no more prove fair or true, 
When I forget tolove., 


| The new Spinning Wheel. 

O eaſe his heart and own his flame, 

Young Jockey to my cottage came, 
But tho? Llik'd him paſſing weel, hy 9 
] careleſs turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 
My milk white hand he did extol, 
And prais'd my fingers long and ſmall, 
Unuſual joy my heart did feel, 7 
But ſtill I turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 
Them round about my flender waiſt, 
He claſp'd his arms and me embrac'd, 
To kiſs my bands he down did kneel, 
Vet ftill I turn'd my ſpinning whe]. 


With 


(29) 
With gentle voice I bid him rife, 
He bleſſed then my lips and eyes, 
My fondneſs I could ſcarce conceal 
Vet till I turn'd my ſpinning wheel, 


Til bolder grown fo cloſe he preſs'd, 
Wanton thoughts J quickly gueſs'd, 

I puſh'd him from My rock and reef, 
And angry turn'd my ſpinning wheel. 
At laſt when I began to chide, 

He ſwore he meant ne for his bride, 
Twas then my love I did reveal, 
And flung away my ſpinning wheel. 


9 A New Song. Sung by Mr. Andrews. 
ARK the ſound of the drum, 
How it beats come, come 
Each true Briton to d-eds that are glorious, 
The 2 Frenchmen ſhall fly, 
While our flag ftreams on high, 
For we Britons are always victorious. = 
While our fam'd Britiſh bands, | 
SY By Noble Granby commangs, 
On the banks of the Rhine or the Welſer; 
With her laurels on high, | 
Victory drops from the ſky, + bf 
And ſhe crowns his bald head like a Cæſar. J 
Of old chiefs no more talk, = 
For great Pococke and Hawke | 
Has eclips'd all their deeds and their wonders, - 
[1 In each climate and ſea, 
The whole woild muſt obey. 
And ſubmit to qur navy's loud thunder. 


What brave Wolfe had begun 
Gallant Amherſt has done, 

And ſubdu'd the whole empire in glory, 
While the kings of the Eaſt, 
Are like Clive- all ſuppreſt, 

Like a hero and riyal in ſtory. 
Now to humble proud France, 

© We bold ſeamen advance, | 

Heart and hand thus unice we ſo clever, 

n my lads never fear 
For king George give a chear, 
| George the third and his nayy for cver. 


(390) 
, The Downright Loyer. 
B EHOLD faireſt Nancy, yon garden fo fair, 


. 


| So rural the arbouts, ſo pleaſant the air, 
Tze trees how they're clad, with a bright lovely green, 
| And loveis for pleaſure a walking are ſeen. - 

See the meaZows and fields, with what beauty they grow, 
And the clear limpid ſtreams, uninterruptedly flow, 
See the innocent lambs, how they chearfully play, 
While their dams on the bank, do a ſun burning lay. 


In the air hear the birds, with ſweet warbling throats, 
All praifing their maker, in the ſweeteſt of notes, 
The latk in the morning, as ſoon as 1''s light, 
With out ſtretched wings, tow'rds the ſky takes her flight. - 
The cowll.ps and violets aforn the green banks, 
All pleaſanily growing in irregular ranks, 
Not a thing is there wanting to make it look neat, 
But you, my dear Nancy, and then 'tis compleat. 
Suppoſe then for pleaſure we juſt take a walk, 
Around yonders green, and let love be our talk, 
What ſay you my fair one, to your will I reſign, 
What pleaſes your fancy will likewiſe pleaſe mine, 4 
I would ſcorn to be rude, my thoughts Pd employ, 
To drive away that, which I thought would annoy, 
I am plain and downright as a lover ſhould be, 
I hate to be flatt:r'd, and love to be free. 


z 


| The Inconſtant Fair. 
| OW can you lovely Nancy, ſo cruelly flight, 

A ſa ain who is wretched, when baniſh'd your fight, i 
Who for your ſake alone, thinks life worth his care, 18 
But which ſoon if you frown on muſt end in deſpair. 


If you meant thus to torture, O why did your eyes, 

Qnce expreſs ſo much ſoftneſs and ſweetly ſurprize, 

But their luſtre inflam'd, I could not believe, 

As they ſhow'd fuch mild influence they &'er could deceiye. 
But glas! like the Pilgrims bewilder'd in night, 

Who perceives a falſe ſplendor at a diſtance invite, 
O'erjoy'd he haſtes on, purſues it and dies, 

Like ruin attends me if away Nancy flies. 


Forget not the rapture you felt in my arms, | 
* When you called me angel and unveiled your charms," 
When you vow'd laſting love, and ſwozs with a kiſs, * ö 
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That is mye mbraces was center'd yourbliſe. * 


„ 


„ 


Faireſt, but obdurate, conſider that woe, 


But your fine folks at London, &c. 


To the poor have lent money, 


31) 


Like ſickneſs neglected will more deſperate grow, 
That your hezit may relent I implore the kind powers, 
Since I'm conſtant as your Sex, be not fickle as yours, 


The Farmer's Song. 


Na ſaeet healthy air, on a farm of my own, | 
Half a mile from a church, and juſt two from a towns 
Half a mile, &c. 
Diverſions and buſineſs I vary for eaſe, 
But your fine folks at London, may do as they pleaſe: 
But your fine folks, &c. 


By freehold tis true, I'm entitled to vote, 
But becauſe I will never be wrong if I know't, 
Pll adhere to no one till each party agrees, 
But your fine folks at London, &c. | 


Tho! ſixty and upwards; I never knew paing 
My goody's as ancient, yet does not complain, 
From the flocks of my own, I wear coats of warm Frieze, : 


I ne'er was atlaw in the courſe of my life, 
Nor injur'd a neigbbour in __ ter or wife, 
ut never took fees, | 
But your fine folks of London, &c. . 


I n&er had ambition to viſit the great, | b 
Yet honour the king, and will ſtand by the late, 9 
By the church and dear freedom in all its degrees, | __ 
But your fine folks at London, &c. | 3 

My fields they are fertile, my barns full of corn, 25 = 
My cellar well ſtor'd with good ale and a horn. 5 : 
No cares to perplex me, no dunners to tieze, | 
So . fine folks are vex'd, the Farmer has eaſe. 


A New Song. 


3 F W AS underneath the may blown buſh, 
Where violets bloom and ſweet 2 
With voice melodious as the thruſh, 
Voung Johnny ſung, collecting poeſies, 
Theſe to the breaſt muſt be convey'd, 
Of her who ſways my warmeſt fancy, 
My tender, bluſhipg, blooming maid, 
My ſmiling, mild, good natyr'd- Nancy. 
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(32) 
1 know that ſome her youth will jeer, 
And call me witlefs dat, or zanny, 
But 1 from conſtant heart declare, 
I never wi | wed except my Nanny; 
envy thoſe, Hor pomp, nor dreſs, 
Nor conqueſt gain'd over hearts ſo many, 
The fiudy of my life's to bleſs, 8 
And pleaſe my dear, my graceful Nanny. 
How much unlike my fair to thoſe, 
Whoſe wanton charms are free to any, 
I'd give the world could I diſcloſe, 
The fiftieth part the worth of Nanny; 

Let bucks and bloods, in burnt champaign, 
"Toaſt Lucy, Charlotte, Poll and Panny, 
At nothing ſo abſurd and vain, ERS, 

. Pd ſmile, and claſp my blameleſs Nanny. 
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A Favourite Song. Sung by Miſs Stevenſon. 


5 8 TTEND je nymphs while I impact, 
1 The fecret wiſhes of my hesrt:;: 
1 | And tell what ſwain if ove there be, © 5 
n Whom fate defigns for love and me. 
| in Let reaſon o'er bis thoughts preũde, 
i p Let hogvur all his actions guide | 
Saeadtaſt in vi, tue let him be, | 7 
A The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 0 
Let ſolid fenſe inform his mind, 
ö | With pure good nature ſweetly join'd; 
Sure friend to modeſt merit be, 
The ſain deſign'd for love and me- 
„Where ſorrow prompts the penfive'ſigh,. 
Where griefs bedew the drooping eye; 
Melting in ſympathy I ſee, e 
EY The ſwain deſign'd for love and me. 
I Let ſordid av'rice claim no part, | 
FE Whhin his tender_gen'rous heart, k 
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Oh be that beart from fal ſhood free, 
PD. voted all to love and me. 
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